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which, because he liked Lewis, he had romanticized in his
impetuous mind. He entered from the courtyard with the
headlong floundering of a puppy, for he expected to find
Lewis alone. The emergence of a senior baldhead and a
pair of blood-rimmed eyes from behind a lowered copy
of the Statesman of Calcutta abashed him, but he was not
abashed for long. The crown and star on JedwelPs shoulder-
strap had not in the fort their Indian validity; and anyhow
he hadn't been by any means a colonel when he retired.
Sezley drew in his breath to speak. Then, seeing that
Lewis, at the table by the window, was writing, he hesi-
tated again and advanced a few paces—over JedwelTs feet
—without speaking.
"Oh, you're only writing a letter!" he exclaimed at last.
''That's all right.... I say, your books have come, Alison.
There's a whacking great packing-case dumped in B Three,
Going to open it now? Shall I help?"
Lewis was glad to put away his letter. It was to Elizabeth
and hard to write. Words that had been the currency of
their betrothal might pass no more between them, and
there was as much artificiality now in the deliberate omis-
sion of these words as had formerly crept into their use.
She also would feel the constraint. "A bleak letter/' she
would say, and her little smile would shroud the death
within her. He remembered the first touch of that death-
how once, while he kissed her and her body clung to him,
she had known suddenly that his mind was not in her
oassion, that he was waiting for her to cease. Her know-
ledge had been the cause of knowledge in him. She had
not understood; nor he; they had been silent and had
fought long against the truth. At last, bidding him farewell
at Walmer, she had accepted—with how much courage!—
what he could not deny. To write to her now in the chilled
idiom of friendship, to wound her with each careful gentle-
ness—but there was no other way in which he might write,
none less cruel. Except when he made himself write to
her, she was never in his thoughts. He was writing to a
stranger,
"I wish, Sezfey, that you wouldn't come into a room

